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attention for the rest of the evening.
The Oharas never pestered any of the passengers
for custom. Their chief patrons were among the
crew, who relished the cheap brilliant! nes, the
aphrodisaics, and the excessively odorous perfumes
displayed with true showmanship by Mrs. Ohara
upon the deck. They also regarded Nina Ohara,
the little girl, as a type of mascot, and even the
lowliest of the Japanese deckhands had a jovial
word for her. The Captain, by whose special
permission the exiled Ohara was permitted to
trade on board, had a special quip for her on each
trip-
In appearance the child was lanky, but her long
legs had a grace which intensified the half-Mongo-
loid symmetry of her body. Her hair was da,rk and
bobbed, and kissed her high cheek-bones severely
in true Chinese style. Her complexion was palely
bronze ; her long-lashed eyes were most fascinating
in their scarcely perceptible obliqueness. The
parental mixture of East and West had produced
an offspring of the rarest beauty. It was a strange
union, some random details of which were described
to me by a ship's officer ten years before. Mrs.
Ohara, I learnt, was an Irish girl who came to
Marseilles as a dancer in a cabaret, the members
of which soon became stranded. Desperate, she
found work in a bar near the Vieux Port, where
she made the acquaintance of Ohara, then an
attractive youth in the service of a barber in the
dock area. Like several of the Marseillais women,
the Irish girl found that the Asiatic Ohara cast a